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WILD OATS.

Bown In the spring time of the fafrest Tives,
_To fali, peresance. on fallow land or wold
The frottal seed, no oultare noeds, and
thrives,
Am}“ﬂm to him who sows an hundred

All other graine, when sown, reqgulrd our
CRID;
This only needs the sowing, ind no more:
And Irl'mlf‘\'-r winids be wwrm or foul or i’alr',
The harvest surely will incroaso the store.

The sower of all other CYOPN MAY Teap NTNo;
i one must garnered be when It 14
Frown

The law is fixed, we muost reap what we sow,

J\nd':::u must gather what himaelf hath

Acourmed soed ! and since the (all of man
Its baneful froit has polsoned countiess
years;
We sow it reckiessly, mnd know we can
Hut garnor it with bitter, scalding tears.
Cooper, in N. ¥, Ledger.

' A STRAWBERRY FARM.

A Description of the Largest One
in the World.
Where Mirth and Industry Go Hand Ia
Hand and There §s No DHscrimi-
nation Tetween Male and
Femule Labor.

Did you ever see a strawberry farm?
Not a strawberry bed nor a strawberry
patoh, but a farm of three or four hun-

dred aeres, on which nothing is eulti- |
Not unless |

tivated but strawberries
you have been to Florida or somewhere
giong the southern Atlantie coast, and
when you get a5 far up as Norfolk, Va.,
¥ou can not only see a great number of
etrawberry farms, but one of 440 acres,
which is the largest of its kind in the
world, as Norfolk is the greatest straw-

berry shipping plsce in the world. Afar |

off the delivious odor comes wafted,
* sind a little closer—mind, this is straw-
berry time—the glow, the picturesque-
mess, the work and fun are unsurpassed.
¥or nearly all the pickers are nogroes,
and the negro laughs, sings, shouts and
slances at his work. It is a fine, elear
May day—for the Norfolk strawherries

are in their prime about the first week |

in May—and half a mile from the straw-
borry fields one can hear the shrill
Inughter, the wild ories of the lnborers,
the hoarse shouts of the overseors, the
sounds of music and daneing, as, when
a strapping young fellow or a comely
dusky maiden have got a good handful
of parti-colored tickéts, they are pretty

sure o make a dash for the rude danc- |

ing pavilion and engage in a lively
breakdown., Coming out of the skirt of
brushwood into the field the seeno un-
folds it=elf. The hot May sunshine
pours down wupon hunidreds of men,
women and children, nearly all black.
The field is divided mto Jong rows and
what appears to be bedlam Is soon

found to be really a wonderful system
of order. Every thing goes by the

watch of the strawberry farmer, who
knows to aminute when the gang-plank
will be hauled In of the higg?zw York
steamer, puffing and steaming in her
dock up the river, her dark hull out-
lined clearly against the wharves and
shipping of Norfolk—who ealeulates to
a second how long it will take the stal-
wart oarsman to pull the heavy light-
ers, laden with strawberry erates high
above their heads, opstream to the
steamer. He knows, too, that the in-
stant it is fiashed over the wires that the
New Jersey berries have touched 8 cer-
tain figure he can not ship another
basket, although he may have thousands
of them filled with the luscious fruit.
&0, from the day he begins to ship until
the New Jersey berries come in he has
every encrgy under whip and spur to
get the berries on the New York steaa-
er. ‘The negro isnot like any other
Inborer on earth. He will not work un-
Jess he is nmused.  As in the old slavery
days when harvest time cnme the mas-
ters furnished ice and whisky and had a
banjo in the field, and the fead man in
the long row with swinging scythes was
oridered to sing his reaping song loudly,
that the others might join in as the giit-
tering blades mowed down the
wheat, so the strawberry farmer of to-
day has to keep his hands amused or
they will not work., He must allow the
rough opavilion to be put up
he must let Josh and Yellow Jack and
Sam Jubilee bring their rusty old fiddles
and thair bones and banjos on the shaky
bench for the musicians: he must Jet a

booth be erected where lemonade amd |

eandy and tobaceo can be bought for
strawberry tickets; he must allow aven-
erable darky with a push-eart to shout
energetieally the beaaty and hasvions-
ness of his wares as he trundles bis cart
around the edge of the field. The merry,
brown-faced Iaborers look ragged and
poor, albeit their pockets are stuffid
wifh tickets—the enrrency of the straw-
berry fiold—but the pickers always wear
their old clothes in strawborry time.
They have fiashy silk frocks and *glossy
troadeloth st home, but down on their
knees or s'iting squat on the ground
would be desth to those spered Zar-
ments. The men and some of the wom-
en wear big, coarse hats, but among
the women the antediluvian slat sun-
bonmet is by no menns superseded, for
the colored belle is always eareful of her
complexion.
six quart-baskets. When this tray is
filled up it is then taken o0 the paying

booth, where the paymaster, with quart- |

hoxes full of rod and green tickets, re.
ceives the baskets and chenks them off,
Thus, no distinetion is made betwesn
male and femnle lubor, and the one that
jcks the most strawberries makes the
ighest wages, It §s the mle on the
large farms not to eash any tickets until
after the rush of the strawberry season
is over, but the ticket is a logal tender
for any thing in and aboul the straw-
Lorry farms

Tuo laborers are divided into gangs,
over gach of which is placed an over-
seer, colored, like the pickers them-
telves, Sometimes these are surly and
dissgrevahle. But the African being
naturally a good tempered ereature,
Ly are oftener very jolly fellowa
}rlfll'-n,l_' is more a:;numg thsn one
durky's assumption of anthority over
snother darky.  If u picker i« alert and

;g;r_\-, and partieularly if she belongs to
the gentler sex, the overseer i patron-
fzing'y oncourazing.

“sAhb, sisters”™ (all are brethren and

Each has o tray holding |

sisters in the gospel. a negro that it ] the slower freight steamer, which s

a zealous chorch momber being an
anemaly), “vou'se n makin dem berries
fly into de basket. Keep dat up aud
you'll hub_to hire a kyart to haul yo'
tickets home.”

Mary Jane or Eliza Jane or Belinda
IJnne shows all hor teeth at this, and,
| with a coquettish toss of her head, *reck-
ons' she won't be turned out of ehureh
this year for not paving her dues. Next
to the lively Belinda Jane s great hulk-
ingr fellow i sprawled all over the planta,
while he slowly pieks half a dozen ber-
ries at w time.  Tho overscer bawly ont:
“Git up dar, you lnzy black nigger. Yo
legs" too long and vo' feet’s too broad
fur dis heah strawberry field.  You'se
mashin’ a peck fur every (uart you

ieks. Yunder is de fiddlors scrapin’,
Jut foot kin dance quicker'n dat han’
kin piek.™

The owner of the foot bestirs himaeelf,
if he has not been affronted by being
called n nigger—a term of roprouch
common among the negroes, but strict-
Iy interdicted among the best classes
of white people at the South, whera the
word is never heanl. A bright-eyed
youngster, with no elothes on to speak
of, cowes next ander the overseer's
oye.

“What vou doin’ on dis heah field,
boy? You ought to have a broadeloth
cont on yo' back and a beaver hat on
you hade, an’ set in de shade in a arm
cheer.  You doan know how to pick
strawberries. You is a gentmun, you is.
I lsy your mammy will have ole wuks
wid you ter make you mind yo' busi-
noss"

Thus adjured, the youngster slyly
|opens a ragged pocket and shows a

bundle of strawberry tickets, and, stick-
ing his tongue out saucily, returns leis.
{urely o his work. [Presently, in the
| midst of his exhortation. he comes upon
a row half pieked. Then he Innnches
ont and a perfeet hurricane of profani-
ty rages.  An elderly sister, who is the
| president of the Daugliters of Rebekah
or the Order of the Galilean Fitherman,
| remonstrates earnestly.
| “Bro’ Samson, how kin vou talk so,
an’ you a professin’ Chrischun®'
| . “Nis" 'Lisbeth, I sin’t professin' noth-
' in strawberry time.  I'so a back-
slider from de day I sec da fust
strawberry crate.  Now, step 'long
lively an” lemme see vou clean up arter
dem good-for-nothin® black niggers.”

Just then o half dozen pickers come
out into the narrow path, with their
trays balanced on their heads. Bro'
Sampson stops every one, and taking a
basket at random, empties it into an-
other basket. Thisis to see if any are
picking green or decayed berries. If
they are all-right the pickers march off
| to the paying booth, where the bnsy
|T.all_v~l-:ﬂ:]mr checks them off. 1If not,
| & volley ensues from Sampson, ine
| terspersed  with numerons charges of

being a **black nigeer,” which is al-
ways sullenly rvesented. If the berries
are not up to the standard they are
| ruthlessly poured out on the ground,
and if one or two of thesp corrections
| are not enongh the worthless picker is
driven out of the field. Meunwhile
| those that have gone ofl to the paying
bonth are making warious dispositions
of their tickets. Some go for pies, for
beer—although the negro is not
much of a bear drinker—and, if the
picker is young snd light of heel, with
no fear of the “church,” to the dancing
pavilion. Ol time jigd and backdowns
prevail, the negro musicians playing
with a wild abanidon which generates a
catehing enthusiasm.  Many of the
couples are strangers to ench other, as
strawberry time hrings a great influx of
negroes from as fur as North Curolina,
but the steps of aequaintanceship are
easy and progressive. A couple paired
in the dance are somotimes paired for
lif. When the engagement is an-
nouneed they may be seen picking in
company and putting all their tickets
into & eommon fund,

As fast as the baskets come in they
are put in erates ready to be moved on
the big lighters or flat-bottomed boats
that lie in the river.  All day long the
soene is busy, but when the last half-
hour eomes every thing is acoelerated.
Ata given signal every picker is to
stop, as not a moment is to be lost if
the Highters are to reach the stesmerson
time. Already the roar and rumble of
the trucks on the wharves can be heard
like distant thunder. Probahly several
loads have siready been lightered down,
but every load is valnable, and it is
highly important no% to miss n single
one. The capacity of the immense
steamers seems limitless, as, although
the bulk of the strawbirry erates Is con-
| ssderable, their weight is trifling. and
they are stowed ull aver the ship, wher-
ever thoy can find a Jodging-plaes.
Samson is_fairly boiling over by five
o'clock. He rushes to the dancing pa-
vilion and by dint of conxing, storming
| and imploring, breaks up the festivitivs
| and gets the dancers down on their knees
picking for dear life. Even the musi-
cinns nre induced at this stage of the
proceedings to help. The pie man is
| warned off the field until the lust load

i being headed for town. The owner, on
| horseback or in  light bugey, is giving
|orders and hurrying things up.

The overseers are flving  hither

and thither, and mo lonrer make
jokes  or bandy witticisms  with
| the pickers. At last a long hlast
from the stesmer’s whistle is heard —
| that menns perhaps that they have s
Fhnif hour only to get the crates on
board. Then every thing is trundled
down to the shore, In five minutes the
{ flat-bottomed]l bonts are out in mid-
| stroam  meiting othee  fAat-botto med
bopts, snd taking their place in line
| when they reach the pier. A gren
| great force of truckmen —all binck—are
r';xrn;ving the heavily-loaded trucks into
| the steamer's open hold.  They huve to
| rush, for somet'mes the line of boats
| extends half seross the Elizabeth river,
and when the bell rings the gang plank
| must be pulled in, sithough it may
| break: the eaptuin's heart to leave =o
|

=3

much valuable freight behind, but rmil-
| road connections must be made, pnd no
matter how long he might wait the
string of hosts would only become
| longer. At last, bowever, the whistle is
| heard, and, almost a« the plank is
hauled in, o fow more orates are rushod
aboard, and then the big ocean-soing
vessel pulls out and heads away. Those
| who have mot been able to get their
crates. on bhoard the fast passenmer
stenmer miust now take their chanoes on

|

somewhat risky. Nevertheless it 1s
done with the hope which springs etor-
nal in the human brenst of bettor luck
next time. The large shippers do not
caleulate to sell more than two-thirds

and sometimes only one-half of their |

crops, as with such vast guantities as

they raise they must allow a lurge |

margin for loss. It 15 necossary
to the health of the plants, though,
that every berry shnlll bo  picked
off of them, so after shipping hos
oeased and the strawberries keep blush:
ing ont among the leaves a socond pick-
ing takes place, out of which the owner
makes nothing, ns the sttawberries are
fresly given to the pickers for the labor
of getting them out of the way. But
some of the same supurvision exists lost
the planis be trampled to death by care-
Iess feet, and soma sort of tally is kept
fo soe what the actunl bearing qualities
of onch variety is. This is the straw-
berry time for Norfolk, for as long as

the berries eommand a high price in |
New York and Northern cities they are |

not sold ¢heap in Norfolk. But ‘when
the second picking comes—a woek or
two aftor stripping has consod—then a
beggor might live on strawberries. Five
cents a quart is a high price when they
are cried about the strects—and ofton
the very hest eam be had for two eents

quart at one’s door, which is the usual |

price for picking. As a guart, how-
ever, can be ]?it!‘iﬂ,‘d ensily withont moy-
in
fiolds, two cents isa very good price
for such unskilled agrioultural labor.
fifty quarts a day not being an unusal
figure. As the negro commonly works
only that he may enjoy u spell of idle
ness, it nuturally follows after straw-
berry times, when they are all in funds,
that labor is hard to get. The Inborers
can muke enough in the three or fonr
waooks to keap them in o delicions and
coveted idleness for as many more.
Every employer around about holds his
employes by a spider’s wob in the pick
ing time. — Chicago News.

-

DeSOTO'S DISCOVERY.

A Spaniard Who Had the Good Sense ol
Fooding the Mississippl WHiver.

When s gentleman by the nams of
DeSoto, a Spaniard, obtained the con-
sent of his Government to go into the
discovery business on a large seale, he
embraced the opportanity joyfully. He
was sick, he sald. of so-called explorors
starting for America with a grear blow
of trumpets, and bringing back only o
fow little creeks and outlets that they
had discovered. N .

1f the government would - back him

up, he sald, he wonld discover a rivor !
something. |
When he landed in America e started |

that woull amount to
on foot and nlone neross the eountrv in
gearoh of a river that was of some ae-
count. History is silent with regard to
the incidents of that remarkable jour-
ney. You may have noticed that there
aren great muny chapters of silence in
history, and De Soto has not been neg-
lected in this respeet.

It was in the vear 1541, to bo exnel,
when De Soto was forty-one vears old,
that he finally stambled on the Missis-
gippi_river. He didn't shout
rekal’” because that word had not then
been incorporated in the slang phrases
of the day.

His march back to tho sea const, |

bringing the joyful intelligenee that the
rreatest river in the world, after elud-
ing ohservations for vears and years,
hud at lnst been  discovered, was one
eontinued ovation. the people of Mont-
gomery, Aln., going so far as to get up
a barbecue.

There is a disposition in some guar-
ters (o eriticise De Soto’s action. 'i'lm_v
say he was a foreigner and had no right
to discover our rivers without first be.
coming & naturalized ecitizen. Others
blame him becanse he did not stop with
the Mississippi instead of crossing over
and discovering Arkansas and the ague
und fover. But some poople are never
satisfied. — Teras Siftings.

e

A MINISTER'S STORY.

Experience of a Clergyman Who Ran
Awuy from Home in His Youtly
“When I was verging on manhood,™
snid & distinguished divine, somo time
AL, “] ran away from home. I was; ns
I am now; a passionato lover of music.
I desired above all things to learn to
play the flute. I had- heard that there
was a famons teacher of the flute resid-
ing at Philadalphis, and I determined to
seik his instrootion. 1 kmew my fathor
would not consent to my purpose, and
so I ran away. 1 reached Angusta with
ten dollnrs in my pocket. At a little
town in South Carolina my money was
oxhaustod. T could play the piano, the
violin and the guitar, and conld sing.
I determined 1o give o concert. I ad-
vertised an extended and  tempting
programme, and easily secured guite
a large aundience. The progrumme
announced several performers, but, in
reality, there was but one. 1 usod my
gwen, or Christian names, Richardson
Stanhope, to make it appear that there
was more than one performer,  For in-
stanes, [ snnonnead a pinno saloby My,
Richardson, a violin solo by Mr. Rich,
asong by Mr. Stanhope. and guitar
selections by Mr. Hope.  Of course the
audience soon discovered the frand
despite my change of costume, but it
was & good-humored sudience and I e
oaped without injury, and with some
money. It was thus that T made my
way (o Pliladelphia. The day I ar-
rived, however, my punishment began.
Lwas seized with brain fover which
nearly enused my death, But 1 rocove
ered, received my father's forgiveness
and learned to play the fute " — Atlaita
(Ga.) Conslitution.
———a

A groat many drommers, whon
trade is dull, take the liberty of shipping
i:m-d.-\ without ever receiving an onder
or thein,  One of these liberiy-taking
drummers shipped o lrm in Atlanta ten
boxes of tobases o fuw days ago, and
wroto the firm that he took this liberty.
The merchant wrote to the drommier
that he took the ithorty of loaxing the
tolmeeo. ot the siation, subject to his
order,—Columbus (Ga.) Enguirer.

from ono spot in those Juxuriand |

“Eu- |

EAAZILIAN GIRLS.

The Colociess Life T-0 57 Dom Pedro's
Fairent Soljeets

A girl ar permit to go out,
not even chureh, uolew chaperoned
by one of (s family, or some other Indy,
generally of raturs age. Nothing eould
be morecclon e tun the Tife of a young
Brazilinn  oman; she has no taste whats
ever for 1 vz ber odycotion is of the
most mes e destTiption, it not being
considere/! worth while 10 educate girla
The nece for edurating boys is un-
derstood oso who are
able do.s need has she

for an eduout ronld langh at

such high i Wleas <hounld any one
suggest {hne Lickr daughiors be given
the benefits of =lpcatio ns a re-
source of ha i their ownenjoyment,

or that they might be It
panions, capable of stimu
tellects of their childron,
too, for that mniter

A very lurge majority of tho Brazilian
girls conld not wll who i« the Emporor

ligent com-
dting the ine
wid husbands,

of Girmany, or that President Gartield
| and the | of Hneia were nssnse
& nated: 1l or General Gordon
are ridiles 1o thoir minde  They are
even ignorant of some he most ime

portant histor
own land,

| other topi

facts relading to their
s thouwsmil and one
tit the w n of America
| and othe miries conerally con-
versant with, They embroider, cro-
chet and study musie, but usnally luck
the patience and application I]I-(';!.-.-‘nr_!’
to excel in the latter. 10 they want a
drink of water, or their shoos changed,
they call a slave to do it Many can
sew nnid do their own dressmaking, bie
ing very convenient with the newdls,
their natural  antipathy to work  being
overcome by their love of dress. Their
eotversation  is utterly frivolous, and
whon with familiars they talk very loud,
ind in the most animated manner, ges-
tioulating and beating the air with
their hands and arms; all talkine at
once, with seldom any thing worth say-
i

T
If the Brazilian girl does not marry
al the sge she ought to be playing  wit
Ligr dalls, she frequently continnes to
play with her dolls until she does not
nzirry. The writer remiembirs sceing a
young woman apparently about eigh-
fean years of nge, in o stroet onr, in the
city of Bahin, witha doll in her lap,
which she cared for and handled the
same ssa girl would do, and itis no
unusial thing for Young married women
to own and play with these and similar
fixtures of the nursery, Ope young
woman namel Marie, hail five or six
dolls, upon whose gurments she spent
mich of her time.  When she married
shie ingisted upon tuking them to her
ew home, but when this home becaime
invmled by less tractable babics, she
| was linally oblized to bury her inani-
mute, quondum friends, with all their
finery, in o trunk, probably to be resur-
rietod hy other little Maries, whon the
will agan be norsed and made con
dants of. — Brooklyn Magazne.

|
|
| A LAND OF LIARS,

| How the Persians of To-day Evade Al
Truthful Statements.

Aftor spenking of their parental and

[ filinl affection, their respect for the aged

and their politeness and hospitality, a
writer on Persin winds up apropos of
the people of the country with the fol-
lowing phrase: “But as a race they are
very unteathful and procrastinating.”
About these two traits of the Persian
charaeter I'd like to say a word. You've
often heard of the champion Har, and
many people in the United States even
at this present day pretend to believe
that the book agent, the lightning-rod
man and Eli Perkins are the three great
limrs of the world. But these people
don’t know the Persians. With our
linrs at home miendaeily is an aoquired
soienee and hos taken vears and years
and much hard study to develop, and
even then they often—at least oceasion-
ally—speak the truth. With them ar-
tistic Iying is an effort. It takes thonght
and pains to prodoce it to perfection.
Not &0 with 1!:1' Persian.  The modern
Farsee Is o natural liar. It goes agninst
his grain, against all he holds most sn-
cred in this queer world, to speak the
trath. Tt is born with him, this invet-
erate love of prevarication, and it is
bred in the bone for generations and
generations.

I have notieed with the interest the
student of humny nature is liable to fel
insueh cases, how astonished the Farsee
is when he hns caueht b mself unawares
telling the truth, Ho then is out of his
role, and feels so abashed and ashamod
of himsalf that he looks sheepish amd
guilty; much as Amwerican might after
getting off an awful fib, Even with
such s people, however, when the noble
art of romaneing is carried to such per-
fection, moments will arise when it is
desirable to know sand hear the truth,
Andl for such oceasions the stock of Pers
siasn adjuration, osths, curses and ap-
peals seems almost inexhanstible. Onae
of the funnicst is Biske mera Kaffan
Kerdi?  (Literally, May yon put my
beard in the winding sheet.) 1 do not
know where they et their Iying pro-
pensities from, these Persinns: but that
they are the most invidious, insidious,
unconscionahle story-tollers in the world
there is no doubt. 1t is true that every
raca which has suffered for many cen-
turies from oppression and has been
trampled under the foot of despotie
rulers of foreign blood hns become
steeped in insineerity, and that Punie
faith has taken with them the p]:u"-l' al
the genuine article.  The people of Par-
sia have been so down frodden, misruled
and frightencd ont of their wits for a
thonsand years past that that fact may
| explain all Tdon't know. I lesve that
| for somebody ¢lse to lind ont. — Teheran
Car. San Francisco Chronicle,

—_—  a,s—

—+*Ara you enjoving your dinner 2"
wked Bohby of (he minister, who wna
Utnking a Sunday dinner with the fami-
Iy.  *“Yes, Bobby,"" responded the min-
ister, pleasantly. “Mamma said this
morning that sho thought you would,
ns she didn’t suppose that with your
small salary and  big family yon got
much to eat from one week's end to
| another."'—Ezchange

PITH AND POINT.

—1If the safety of the great Brookl
structure were  questioned, 45,000,
persons would praise the bridge which

el them safoly owr.—-—ﬁwﬂyx
Union.

—¥When a coil of lead pipe in fronto
o hardware store begins to wiggle and
stick out its forked tongue a Dakota
man knows it is time to swear off.—
Estelline Bell

—*“The barbers in same cities are strik-

ing for a rest on Sunday.”' Well, why
don’t they let their cusiomers do all the
talking one day in tho week. —Norris-
fouwm Herald,
Fashionable mother— Yon must
never use the word ‘tony,” Clara. Tt is
only nsed by common people.”” Clara
—*Whant word sball 1 use mamma?'’
Fashionablemother—** ‘Swell." ' —N. T
Sun.

— 415 he & man of much calibre?’* sais
a Connecticut avenue girl to a Dupon
Cirele belle about a certain gay and

iddy Congressmun. 0, ves," wm
the confident reply, “he is the greates|
bore I ever saw.” — Washington Crilic.

—A minister has been lecturing re-
cently on *Suieide; Its Causes and
Cure.” Wa bulieve he s right, but still
it is & pretty impossible task to chre s
man of suicide. Nearly all the eases thns
far reported have proved fatal.—Bur-
dedle.

—Little Tony, aged eight, asks his
little playmute:—How old are you,
Lucille?”” “I'm six, Tony." *Oho!
six years, indead! Are you guite sure?
Yon women oare always making your-
scives out to be younger than you are."
—N. Y. Tribwine.

— Our little Johnny, who has just at.
tained his fifth year, listened attentively
to a Indy visitor who gave an sccount
of the Iate appearance of her wisdom
tooth, nnd then astonished her by ask-
ing: “*Do foolish persons also get wis-
dom teeth?""— Balyhood.

—The reason the man who minds the
other man's business doesn’t geg rich i
beeause the other man whose business
he minds generally lan't grateful enough
to be reciproeal and mind the business
of the man who minds his buosiness
SeaP— Somerville Jowrnal.

—Husband (mildly)—You must re-
member, my dear, that the most patient

wrson that over lived was a8 man.

¥ife (impationtly)—Oh, don't talk to
ma abotif the patience of Joh! Think
of Mrs. Job! The patience that poor
woman must have had to  put up with
such a mon!—Taledo Mlade.

—The oldest newspaper man in New
York has been on duty continuonsly, on
the same puper, for thirty-five years,

| and is called the ‘dean of the press.'

We have been on duly raoning s papet
for thirty-five weeks, and have only
earned the title of *«durn Southerner.”
—Martha's Vineynrd Herald.

—First nowspaper humorist (st dinner

rty)—1 fiatter myself that is not =
md story.  Second newspaper humor-
ist (without smiling)—Yes, it will do.
F. N. H.—Then why don't you langh?
That is o nice wiy to treat a friend's
joke. 8. I (laughing)—0, 1
didn’t know this was a social matter, I
thought you wanted my professional
opinion. Priy pardon me.—Prck,

— e ———
ODD ADDRESSES.

Some of the Curlosities Which Have
Passed Through Foglish Post-0ffices.
Many oddly-adidressed lotters daily

pass through the post-offices, Several

of the rhyming kind are somewhat re-
markable for the poetical skill displayed
by the writers,

A clever example is given in the fol-
lowing, addressed to Sir Walter Scott
during one of his visits to London:

Slr Walter Scott, in London or elsswhere:
He noeds not sak, whose wide-oxtendea

in nnr':::;ualmu: our enrth, (ke light and air,

A loeal inbitation for his name,

Charles Dibden, the naval-song writ-
er, sent a lottor to Mr. Hay bearing the
following address:

Postmnn, take this sheet away,

And garry it to Mr. Hav;

And whether you ride mare or ¢olt on,

Stop ut the Theater, Doltan;

I in what county vou inguire,

Merely montion Lancashire.

A letter addressed ns follows was

mailed in the provinees, and was duly
dieliversd in London;

Where London's eolumn pointing to the

slkios,
Like s H:ll- balle, 1ifEn 1ts hoad and lies,
There dwolls & citzén of sober fame,

A plinin, good man, and Balaam is his nnoma
The Tetter was delivered without delsy to
a Mr. Batlaam, a fishmonger near the
Monument. |

Turning fromn pociry to prose, we find
the following vague direction:

Mr. —, Traveling Band, ona of tha Four
playing In the street, Peraha [Per-
shore|, Worenstershire. Please find
him il possible.

Another envelope bore the follow-

ing:

This 1a for the voune girl that wonrs spoeo.
tneles, who minds two bables, N
kherifl streat, off Prince Edward
strect, Liverpool,

Mr. J. Wilson Hyide, in his book, “‘The
Royal Mail,"”" says that two letters di-
rected as follows were duly delivered:

“To my slster Joan, [IE the Canongate,

.

Down & Closs, Edinbanesh., She has o
wooden leg.

The other was addrossed:

“My dear Ant Sue as lives In the Cottage
by the Wood near the New Forest.
“In the Iatter case,” =aye Mr. Hyde, “the
letter had to feel its way about for a day or
two, but +Ant Sue’ was found living
in 8 cottage near Lyndhurst.” —Homs
Chimes,

Looking at Samples.

*1f 1pick out some wall paper right
nway, ¢an you send p man to my house
to hang it this forenoon?” she asked in
w paper store three or four days ago.

“Yes'm."

“Very well; you may show me soma
samples.”

She sat in & chair before the sampls
rack until a quarter of twolve, wnd
then went to dinner.  She was back at
one and rempined until almost five,
when she finally hesved o long sigh and
=nid to the patient clerk:

“Dear me, bnt it's such a task and so
Into in’ the season that | guess I won's

READING FOR THE YOUNG.

DOLLIE'S SAD FATE.
I had " tress a uttie
long goldcn tresses, and trim

And eyos that were brilliant and blue;
1 ?ﬂ neat littie feet, und a ferure completas
ut my chanms now, alas, sre but few,
I've been knocked, I've been battered, my
nose has been shuttersd :
My smile has been turued Lo a leer:
I'veotten been sat on, I' ve tempted the cat on
To carry we off by the ear!

The ml:‘n.u 1 treasure, when beaming with
u

",
M n?uma turns kindly to
Anl mmm ber bliss !ll.’ l‘murm with
L

N
Ehe hugs me and chatters with gles,
But whon she's enraged, she s ofitimes en-

In boxing my ears in her freak;
My face, opee #0 bloomy, is now pale and

ﬂulino:xad all the pink off my cheok.
Apart &mﬂ this ehiding, she's slways con-

ng
Her joys and ber sorrows to me:
She brings

Beanls and swest cousin
Jenni

-
Her dear littie Dollle 80 seo;
The bon"im will pluy with and oft rug away

Betwoon them I'm wraoked more and more:
I'm tumbied and tossed, and I'm Jeft and I'm

lost,
And my stufing runs over the floor]

Of Inte I'm neﬂlocud, fl-used and dejected;
My mistress some other crare:

T'm left to the mercy of wee hrother Perey,
Who's rapudly voding my daya

Such dashings and thrashings and crashings

and smashings

1 avery day for n ]
N:?L:tjhur{m all l‘:u‘:'dm Imbs loose and
ngwEed;
"Il tonr mo u bef long.
e oo Sttt ¥ Defipendand.
—_—————————
BUTTERCUP.

She Vislts snd Causes a Disturbuoce In
the Sunday-Schosl.

It was a pretty church, and all
about 1t were fields of daisies, and
sweet-smelling clover. Now when
Buttercup went to this church, she did
not go to the regular service, but to
Sunday-school. Buttercup was a large,
yellow cow, who belonged in & field
next to the church, in which she ought
to have staid. There was plenty of
nice grass there for her bronkfust, din-
ner and supper. But Buttercup, like
2 good many people, wanted achange,
and when she saw all the boys and

irls going into the church door, she
thought she would like to go. She
tried all the rails of the fence till she
found one that was loose. Then she
jerked her bead up and down, till she
unfastened it so she could crawl
through on her knees

The Sunday-schual had begun
this time, but Buttercup did not mind
thut. She walked into the church
guietly, and as the ebdltvon W
teachers were all singing, no ome
noticed her at first. The chilidren
were sitting in the pews neurest the
kchaneel, so Buttercup got half way up
the aisle before any one saw lher,
Then one. little boy turned his head.
He was so frightened his hymnal fell
on the floor; and he cried out: “Oh,
see the cow!” Then it seemed =s if
every body screamed. One of the
teachers got on top of the little eabinet
organ, snd two or three stood up on
the seats,

Buttercup, however, paid no atten-
tion to them. She saw a nice red apple
sticking out of & boy's rocket, and she
thought she would like to have it. The
boy, who was Jack Nicholls, did not
know what she wanted, s0 when sghe
came near he jumped over into the
next pew and knocked little Duisy
Finlay's hat off, and that made Daisy
CFy.

What Buttercup would have done
next I don't know; =0 many people
cried: “Shoo!" and there was so much
noise, she might have got frightened
herself, and a frightened cow can do a
great deal of damage in a church; but
Miss Lloyd, who was the superinten-
dent. called to every one to be quiet
Then two or three of the bigger boys
said if they had » stick they thought
they could get her out. But Miss
Lloyd spoke again:

“If there is any boy here whom the
cow knows,”" she said, *I think she
would follow him out, and that would
be better than trying to drive her.™

“She's my grandfather's cow,” said
Bruce Smith, **and | guess she will
follow me,"”” So he went in frout of
her and cslled “Buttercup, Butter-
cup!" and, sure enough, she went after
him.

Now the vestry door wan open, and
just opposite that was another door
opening out on the grass.  As soon as
Buttercup caught sight of the nice
grass, she ran out and began to nibble
the fresh bits around the doorste
Then, as much us to say *‘good-bye,
she kicked up her feet, lossed hor head
apd trotted off to her own field— Litile

en and Woren.

R
A SAD FATE.

What Pinally Became of a Once Styliahly-
Dressed and Aristacratic Doll.

Cleopatra Iny in the folds of the lace
curtain where Topsy bad dropped her
after a good run through the house.
Bhe was very much shaken, and glad
of the quiet and the eompany of the
aristocratic Japanese lady and gentle-
man on the sido of the vase. She began
talking at once.

“Well, I know 1 can not stand this.
Just look at me! I'm s disgrace. You
would not believe what a beanty I was
at Christmas. My hair hung in lon,
yellow curls, my ecyes opened nnﬁ
closed, my cheeks were like pink roses.
1 had on & lovely bine smlk dress, with
a lace overskirt and a broad-brimmed
hat. Now look at me! My hair, what
little there is left of it, is a horrid tan-
E‘lﬁ: my eyes are great staring glass

Is, all seratched up; one arm is
gons, one foot is meen. both shoes
aro lost, and so is my hat Every bod
used to say: *What a lovely doli!® Now
I always hear: ‘Ugh! take that maimed
and dirty doll out of wy sight.’ Or:
‘Say Midget'—that's the name of the
little grir] thut owns wme—'would you
not better send that eripple to the hos-
pital?”  It's dreadful. 1 1 did ot
think that it would make me look worse,
I'd ory.""

The Japanese lady and gentleman
on the flower vase made no answer to
this last remark, but they each thonght

got any at all.  Much obliged. and I'll | ghat it was impossible for Cleopatra to

probably buy of you next spring.—De
trait Fres Press.

lock worse than she did.
The maid came in just them, and

“Do you know, Molly, that Miss Mid-
get niver cared for that doll as she did
for the little one with the china head
and calico dress?' said the footman.

“Do yez not know why? Shure, its
because it was so up there was
no comfort in xlarlag
tould them she'd muss her up so that
the mistress would not keep tellin’ hex
to be careful."

"Hoﬂ)ago]lr. have you seen Cleo-

patraf" dancing into the
room, with & very plain and quict-
looking doll, with a ﬁﬁlﬂ.l head, on her

arm.

“Here she is, miss,” said Molly.
picking from the floor.

ey }do not *‘m myrmm Molly.
She looks un o may pul
ber in the l.sh-l;l-rml."

“I will be glad to, miss. Ido nol
think ye loved her very much, ever,
miss. "

“No, not as much I do Comfort,
and she hugged the doll in her arms:
closer to her. *“When %ﬂﬂ
new she was so stiff and so L:s
that she never made any fun.
then, when she got mussed ever so
little, she looked old and hnmlﬁ.
Mammn says she did not wear
Please put her in the ash-barrel, Molly."

*“To think of my being thrown aside
for a doll with a china face, and who
wears & ealico dress! Of course 1 was
sti. She could not expect so fine a
doll as me to be sny thing but &
fied—she said stiff. She wearsa
ham dress sometimes heraelf, and |
never should have bel to such o
family. How oI:ful. 1 ked in the
show-case and the other dolis appre-
cinted me. An ash barrel, 1
Some passer-by will recognize my true
elegance, and rescue me,” were the
lnst words heard by the Japanese lady
and gentleman as Molly carried Cleo-
patra off

“Hie there, Billy! Do ye mind the
searecrow,’”” and a  bootblack took
Cieopatra by her torn skirt outof the
hm!,. “D’ye want her for yor little
sister?”

“Naw! " 8he got a clean, whole
one."
doll, Billy.”

\s

“But her's nﬁ

“I know it. But isn'"t s clean, whole
rag doll, with the loveliest smile on its
face, better'n that one with the ng.y
scowl batween its eyes, and s dirty
silk dress?™”

rag-picker tore off her silk dress and
put the pieces in his pocket for his lit-
tle girl, and ripped open the body,
shook out the sawdust and putit in h

bag. That was the last of Cleopatra.
—%ﬁn’liiﬂs Omiion.

——
A BOY'S BRAVERY.

How & Plucky Lad Saved Northera Indls
to the British Crown.

Do the lads of this generation de-
claim that poétieal tribute to youthful
heroism which extols the boy who
*stood on the burning deck, whenoe all
but him had fled"? When we were
boys there was scarcely a “‘declamation
day" on which we did not hear it re-
cited. It may be thut the years since
then huve been so freighted with ex-
amples of boyish heroism that no boy
now cares for “Casabianca™

One of these later, and, to eur think-
ing, more attractive examples of youth-
ful heroism occurred at the outbreak
of the Sepoy mutiny in 1857. Just be-
fore the awful storm broke, the system
of electric telegrnphs had been extend-
ed over the surface of British India.
The mutineers rushed to Delhi to selze
wu the old hereditary seat of the

ohammedan emtpirn. and began eut-
ting the throuts of Europeans. While
the rattle of cannon and mutem:n
rolling arcund the te ph a
little English boy, moved by a semse of
duty, stuck to his post until he had
telegraphed to the Commissioner at
Lahore. The message announced that
the mutincers had arrived at Delhi,
and had muordered this civilian and
that officer, and wound up with these
;ivu.iﬁcl.m but childlike words: *“We're
il

The boy’s courage and sense of duty
saved the Punjab. As soon as the tele-
gram reached Lahore, the General in
command of the Sepoys disarmed them.
When they learned of the rising at
Delki, they were powerless to do any
injury. The General fnshed the awful
news to Peshawur. The Hindoostsnes
regiments thers were also disarmed,
and, thongh mutineers at heart, were
rendered ineapable of harm. Then the
telegruph was cut by the rebels—but
the boy st Delhi had saved Northern
India to the British erown. The officer
in charge had been killed, but that
brave lnd staid long enough at the
instrument to dispatch the warning. —
Youth's Companion.

A Clever Pony.

The following story is told of apony:

*The master, & clergyman residing
in & lonely neighborhood, was going
with the pony. a retriever. and a
Dachshund, while obeying s eall to
visit asick parishioner in the night,
past a shepherd's coit where a
tierce dog was kept. This dog, having
got looxe, made an attack ouuao v
trying the retriever first and then
Dachshund. The pony became fright-
ened, and the master dismounted,
when the dog turned upon him. The
affsir became very serions for the cler-
gyman; the Dachshund had been put
out of the combat, the rettiever
hid behind the , and he had to
keep up the fight alone, with no other
weapon than a riding-whip. Then he
*heard a seampering, and the next mo-
mont the faithiul ¥ rushed up and
darted so suddenly between the com-
batants that the dog turned tail and
fled. evidently thinking the pony to be
a larger and dangerous edition of him-
s,  The gallant little fellow pursucd
the cur until he was fairly chused back
fothe cottage door. Then he returned,
uite docile, to kis master, and the
nendly guartette wers able to von-

tinue their way in peace and safety
ence more,’ "

|- errcUpTTA m'urv[:rur
i barrel, where she lay until an Italian



